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January, 1936, when I was going up to Australia from the Bay of
Whales on the Discovery II, that floating laboratory took soundings
every four hours. A hundred miles out from Little America the
Ross Sea suddenly shallowed. Dredges were put down, and we
found that we were riding above an old terminal moraine left on
the ocean's bottom. In no distant past the Antarctic ice-cap had
extended out that far.
The rate of recession is estimated at about one-tenth of a mile
a year. If the process continues, in seven or eight thousand years
from now the Antarctic continent will be a warm, sunny land, as
habitable as any temperate region is to-day.
One thing struck our Norwegian seafarers with surprise. Usually
at this season De Gerlache Strait is alive with whales feeding on
plankton—sea scum composed of myriads of minute plants and
animals—but now we saw no whales or any plankton, either. We
were to discover later that the deep-sea shrimp, which swarms in
these waters and form the chief sea food of Antarctica's animal life,
had all but disappeared.
In entering the Weddell Sea from the north-west we were well
aware of the risk of it. The Weddell Sea pack-ice is notoriously the
most treacherous along the entire Antarctic rim. It is all old, heavy,
steel-blue shelf-ice, screwing and piling up under pressure. But
it is especially dangerous in the north-west corner, where without
warning the pack will move in and jam against the mountainous
barrier of the islands and Graham Land, crushing like an egg-
shell any vessel caught in the cul-de-sac.
There were records of only three ships ever having ventured into
that corner, and one of them was lost. In December, 1893, a daring
Norwegian whaler, Captain Larsen, took his ship Jason through
Antarctica Strait, remained a few days in the Weddell Sea, and
escaped. Nine years later Larsen commanded the Nordenskjold
Expedition's steamer Antarctic. In February, 1902, he kndcd the
Swedish Baron Nordenskjold and his party on Snow Hill Island
in the north-western end of the Weddell Sea and again got out,
promising to return the following December. In December, how-
ever, he found the region impenetrable. He therefore landed three
men—Gunnar Andersen, Lieutenant Duse, and a sailor named
Grunden—at Hope Bay on Antarctic Strait to make their way on

